























At the principal ports of the world and in 46 foreign 

countries, Texaco Products are known for their high 

quality and uniformity. The Texaco Red Star with the 
Green T shines ‘round the world. 





‘lo the Ports of 


with lexaco. . . 


Sleek ocean greyhounds taking 
*em green over their bows in mid- 
Atlantic— sea-going freighters drows- 
ing at anchor in palm-fringed road- 
steads. Carriers of the high seas, 
like those on land and in the air, 
depend on Texaco for lubrication. 

Texaco Marine Lubricants long 
have enjoyed a reputation for unus- 
ual quality and economy among 
engineers and ship operators of 
every maritime nation. Day in, day 


out, through storm and calm,Texaco 





helps to link the commerce of the 
world—safely, swiftly, surely. 
There is a specialized Texaco 
Lubricant for every type of marine 
prime mover, be it Diesel, turbine 
or reciprocating engine. Everywhere 
in every field—the Texaco Red 
Star with the Green T stands as a 


symbol of service. 


THE TEXAS COMPANY 
Refiners of a complete line of Texaco Petroleum Products 
including Gasoline, Motor Oil, Industrial Lubricants, 
Railroad and Marine Lubricants, Farm Lubricants, Road 
Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing. 


TEXACO 


The mark of quality for petroleum products 
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JacK SHUTTLEWurTH, Editor GeorGeE JEAN NATHAN RICHARD J. WALSH SipNey S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


Our janitor doesn’t keep up with It appears that the Interstate Com- And while 


we're on the subject, a 
the times. He's still keeping cool with merce Commission does not list the Chicago doctor says a diet of soy beans 
Coolidge. Erie as one of the longer railroads. will cure diabetes. Most people would 

It only seems longer when you ride prefer the diabetes. 


on it. 
The captain of a freighter that 
docked in Boston last week reported a Rudy Vallee is being sued for 
three-days’ battle with fire to keep it Scientists announce that the influ- breach of promise to the 
from reaching his cargo of Swedish enza germ has been isolated, and our ‘hundred thousand dollars, and un- 
matches. But what made him think _ idea is that it would be a dandy scheme doubtedly the theme song of the trial 
those Swedish matches would burn? to keep him isolated. will be: I’m Just a Vagabond Lover. 


tune of two 














“Yeah! When it gets this cold, Joe, I often wonder if I didn’t act a bit hasty in leaving the old woman,” 
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Big Business 


You can feel your firm is truly great 
And among commercial giants 
As soon as you start to designate 
Your customers as “clients.” 
They can talk all they want about 
the climate in California and Florida, 
but Chicago is always bomby too 


A few suggestions for mergers that 
would really amount to something: 
the Notre Dame football squad and 
Railroad; the doc 
tors and the apple growers; the Daily 
Graphic and the New York T'imes; 
Senator Borah and the G. O. P 


the Pennsylvania 
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“My pri ate 


least gives my 





stock may be all gone, but this painting by Bilkins at 
basement the proper atmosphere.” 


A Thumping Mystery Siory 


I had been annoyed nightly by my 
new next-door neighbor’s piano. I 
shouldn’t have minded it so much had 
he played something tuneful, but his 
idea of music seemed to be a sort ot 
thumping on only four notes, first one. 
then another, more or less rhythmic, 
I'll grant you, but not music. 

The very next night I heard him 
again, and he seemed to be expanding 
a bit. He gave variations on not only 
four but eight notes—awfully well 
done, I suppose, if one cared for that 
sort of thing, but I didn’t. 

This new con- 
wt—7_ | tinued for a week, and then came an- 

other change. 


stage of progress 
My virtuoso was now 
playing on no less than twelve notes 
four more than on the previous week! 
Curiously I awaited further devel 
opments. The beginning of the next 
week there burst upon my conscious 
ness the sound of rippling, rolling ar 
peggios, chasing each other up and 
down the scale 
“+4 } scales sixteen 
had added 


repertoire. 


to be quite exact, two 
notes. The 
notes to his 


maestro 
four more 
Now here was a mystery, if there 
ever was one, and with all my sleuth- 
like tendencies and detective instincts 
rushing to the fore, I decided to ask 
the service maid, who takes care of all 
_ the apartments, if she could throw any 
light on this mysterious musician. 
“7 Which she did. The fellow, it seems, 
was a bit too much on the fair-play 
side. and that sort of 
thing leaned over backwards so far 
? he almost fell. Anyway, he had just 
\ bought the piano on weekly terms— 
\ and only permitted himself to play on 
ott: the notes he figured he’d paid for each 
pi week! 
a —Hav Smirn 


Conscience 
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Read ’em Cowboy 


Did you hear about the Scotchman 
who wrote to a magazine that if they 
didn't stop printing Scotch jokes, lh 
was going to read some other magazin 
the next time he went to the library ? 


Mike SayVs that ever since he sat 
upon a 150-year-old chair his wife 
brought home, he doesn’t care for antic 
furniture. 


“One bad turn deserves another. 
cried the motorist as he crashed into 





the pole on the second curve. 





Lots of people live forty-five min 
utes from Broadway, but it would be 
i only ten minutes if they walked in- 

stead of taking a taxi. 


“See what the boys in the back room will have!” 





to Sing Baritone ~ FOURTH 
8 rT BRIDGE 
¢ ; 


We could tell that Cuthbert was 
a born singer by the wa\ he turned his 
eves upward and opened his mouth as 


How We Taught Our Goldfish in. a | 
| 
| 
} 








he swam around. All he lacked. we 
de cided, was encouragement and prac- 
tice. 

“Cuthbert, old fellow,’ I began, 
great thinkers often say that a gold 
fish is a better pet than a canary, be- 











cause a canary must be taught to sing, 
but you never have to teach a gold 
fish toswim. Now, Cuthbert, it would 
be marvelous if you'd learn to sing, 
for I’m sure no canary ever has been 
taught to swim.” 

Oh, he was furious at first. Swam 
around the bowl in a rage, lashing the 





water into a whirlpool with fins and 
tail. Then he gave in. We started 
with “Asleep in the Deep,” for we 
thought that would be nice and appro- 











priate for Cuthbert to sing as he lay 
at the bottom of his bowl. 

We gave him twenty-seven intensive 
lessons. Sometimes we became so en- 





thusiastic that we sang with him. 





Then, at last, we were ready for the 
test. How were we to tell if Cuthbert 
really could warble? If he really was 
the world’s first singing goldfish? 














Comparison seemed the only way. 
So we tuned in a radio baritone. 








We listened closely to every note. 
Then we turned off the radio and 
beamed at each other. Absolutely no 
juestion about it any longer. . . . If 





that baritone could sing. so could 
Cuthbert. 


Cuet Jounson 





Twisted Tessie has the idea that a 
brothel is a little soup kitchen. 2.SOCLOW 
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Travel Talk 


For an hour or more he had held his 
listeners spellbound. Enthralled, thes 
had followed him on his wanderings. 
From the grim, rock-ribbed coasts of 
New England, through the golden 
plains of the West, to the sun-blessed 
slopes of the Pacific. The lazy, haunt- 
ing Southland, the wind-swept ranges 
of the Far Northwest, these all were f 


part and parcel of his Magic Journey. 


Tales of honey-eyed creoles, the cling I 
ing arms of Georgian belles and the | 


lush-warm charms of California seno- 
ritas. 

No scene too strange to have been 
left unscanned, no place too distant 
to have evaded his all-conquering soul. 

He turned and left. His audience 
stirred restlessly, each man filled with 
“So young, so daring, and so wise!”’ 
said one. “An Alexander looking for 
fresh fields to conquer,” spake another. 
“Who is he?” asked one who had but 
lately come. “Who? He?” they an 
swered as a man. “Why he played 
for Notre Dame.” 


a gloomy sense of his own futility. > 


—R. DEANE 





” 


“Ooh, look, John, maybe you can find the part you need over there! 


Palm Beach Combing 


“Mrs. Vanderbilt certainly looks 
stately this year, Hector. And isn’t her 
beach robe perfectly stunning. Of all 
people! There are Baron and Baron 
ess Bonticelli stepping out of their new 
Hispano. No, Hector, I don’t think 
the Baron looks a little seedy. And 
here are the Park Avenue Ritzmores 
again. Do you remember the prize- 








winning tarpon he landed last sea- 
son? Look, Hector, the speed boats 
are racing just beyond the breakwater. 
Really, the palms were never prettier 
and the crowd never more cosmopoli- 
tan than this year. Palm Beach cer 
tainly stays aristocratic, doesn’t it, 
Hector? It attracts the people—not 
the nouveaus and climbers. Yes, dar- 














ling, there are no four-flushers at Palm 
Beach. Oh, Hector, would you mind 
shutting this window for me? The 
snow is driving in and wetting all the 
pictures in the rotogravure section.” 
—ArtHUR L. LippMaANN 

















Always Fair Weather 





In Florida, in Florida 
Fine sunny days abound; - 
The only place a rumble seat 
Is good the whole year ‘round “No use givin’ me a harp unless y’ can tune it like a ukelele.” 
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Pariah 


Life in Suburbia is no longer bear- 
able for me. Until recently I was 
the bachelor Romeo of the community, 
flattered by the flappers, adored by the 
dowagers and genuinely admired by 
the men. My cozy bachelor apart- 
ment was the scene of many a merry 
party, my locker of liquor dispensed 
the spirits for many a festive evening. 
But now 

My name has been stricken from in- 
vitation lists. I enter the smoker of 
the 8.32 and receive matter-of-fact 
nods instead of heart, hellos. Hal- 
pert, Tarcher, Smithers—not one of 
these old cronies ever invites me to sit 
in at a poker game. I used to get as 
many as five invitations for one eve- 
ning. Now [ sit home and dismally 
dial my radio or listlessly look through 
i magazine. 

I’m always willing but never in- 
vited. I’m a social outcast, unwanted, 
unwelcome. I’m the only man in town 
who didn’t lose money in the stock 
market! Artuur L. LippMann 


Styles are moving slowly. Skirts 
are still slightly higher west of the 


Rockies. The old 





model Ford driver cranks the furnace. 


Just a Friendly Little Tip 


“Remember what I’m telling you, 
Eddie. You're going to wish you'd lis 
tened to me!” 

“Aw, what you need is more red 
blood.”’ 

“Awright. Eddie. But one of these 
days you're going to wish you hadn't 
played around with these shorts.” 

“Tl come out all right, Joe. Say, 
I’ve been through days like this be- 
fore in Wall Street. They never last 


long.” 








“Have it your own way, Eddie. It’s 
your money you're throwing away, but 
what I mean is this is no time for 
shorts.” 


“Say, I’m buying cotton, and you 


know how cotton is! It’s always 
good !”’ 

“Awright, Eddie, I'm through. I’m 
not going to yip any more. But I’m 


telling you, this is going to be a tough 
winter in Wall Street. and one of these 
days when a cold wind is whipping 
around your legs you're going to wish 
you'd taken my advice and bought long 
ones, Eddie, long ones!” 

—Cuet JoHNSON 





, A republic is a country in which the 
“Say, Mary, this guy’s andirons are early American—and I don’t people can make their own laws but 
think they would go well with our Georgian pieces—do you?” can’t make their own hooch. 
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ANCIENT SOURCES OF MODERN INVENTIONS 
The Fashion Shop 





Worse Annoyance 


Nitt—I hate that kibitzer, Whoosis. 
Witt—Why that one particularly ? 
Nitt—He’s so darned near-sighted. 


If all the cars in the country were 
parked end to end, the chances are 
some driver away up front couldn’t 
get his started. 


Some people express amazement at 
Mayor Walker's raise in salary. But, 
gosh, it includes his traveling ex- 


pe nses, 


Now is the time that it becomes the 
duty of officials at toll bridges and 
ferry entrances to search the overcoats 
in rumble seats to find out if there 
are any passengers concealed in them. 


—R. C. O’Brien 
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The bridge-player who never missed a trick. 
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The Broadway Try-Out 


Let’s go, buddy! ... We'll see if 


you're able to pilot a cab for the Pink 
an’ Purple Taxi Company... . Re 
member, we got to consider the public 
first, see? . . . Wait a minute, now! 
Don’t try to jump no signals! 

There she goes green. Awright. Don't 
try to race in ahead of everybody! 
Go through all the gears an’ take it 


easy.... Whup! ... Let ’em across! 
Let ’em across!... Smile at the lady : 
She’s holdin’ us up, but smile at her! 
... Awright!... Not so fast around 
the curves! Nope! Don’t try to 
crowd that guy over! ... He’s got as 


much right to the street as you have! 
Better slow down a bit, you're 
doin’ almost thirty two! ... Look out! 
. See what happened? You bumped 
that car ahead! ... Don’t argue with 
him! Don’t yell at him! Just give 
him a grin and a wave!... Hey! I 
said don’t try to beat signals! ... Now 
you better pull over a little and let 
that Red & Yellow cab in. ... They’re 


competition, but don’t try to crowd 


"em out! ...Awright! Let him sneak 
in. It’s awright....Easy! That guy 


has the right of way!... Let him take 
all the time he wants! ... Give him a 
smile an’ a wave! Now, keep in line, 
hold her down to twenty an’ obey all 
the regulations. ... 

“Well, buddy, how far have we’ got? 
About two blocks, an’ we should be a 
mile up Broadway! ... I’ve shown 
you all the things you shouldn’t do! 

. Now step on ’er, fella, an’ let’s see 
if you've got the makin’s of a good 
taxi-driver in you!” 

—Cuet JoHNson 














Eppis Bars Boorish Bike Fans As 
Coaster Brakes Roar In 
Metropolitan Opera 
by S. J. Perelman 


New York, January 10th.—As I lay 
in my streaked green-and-gold marble 
tub this morning, girls, making boats 
of your fan letters and sending them 
away with a puff of my fragrant Vir- 
ginia cigarettes, whilst the ubiquitous 
Hawkins held my robe in readiness, | 
could not help thinking of the new de 
cision of Mr. Havelock Eppis, man 
ager of the Metropolitan Opera House. 
As a matter of fact, I really get my 
morning bath by having my chief stew- 
ard empty a watering-can over me in 
the stable, but this is beside the point. 
I mean, the stable is beside the point. 
I have been thinking of having it 
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moved nearer the house, but you know 
what those contractors are. I hate you, 
Mr. Average Contractor. Always pour- 
ing cold water on my plans, you beast, 
vou. How would you like your sister 
to have cold water poured on her 
plans? Ah, I thought that would strike 
home, upstart! 

But getting back to Mr. Eppis and 
his new decision. For some time ebera 
has been at low op—there it goes 
again, I should say opera has been at 
a low ebb—due to the increasing num- 
ber of dowagers riding bicycles into 
their boxes. Just as the director raises 
his baton to strike the opening notes 
of “Faust” or “La Boheme,” 
coveys of “the 


whole 
400" come spinning 
through the great doors on their Ran- 
ger Specials and Pope-Hartfords and 
wind up with a crash in the oboes and 








HEY MIND YOUR OWN DARN BISMUTH 
RETORTED THE BIG-TIME RETORTER 


You should have seen the brace of grice—the brice of qrouse— 


oh, what a bunch of turkeys I shot yesterday! 
change for a dime, please,” mumbled Mr. Meecham. 
droned the druggist, “and I hope you enjoy the sermon!” 


Here’s one: “Gimme 
“Here y’are,” 


The Kanga- 


roo’s waistline will fit smugly above the hips this fall, with the usual 


patch pockets featured. 


French horns. The Diamond Horse- 
shoe, formerly the rendezvous of gen 
uine diamond tiaras and imitation de 
butantes, now resounds with the cries 
of hawkers of spare parts, the smell of 
vulcanized rubber, and the meshing of 
gears. Last Tuesday night, for ex 
ample, the bass tubaist shook twelve 
dowagers and seven debutantes out of 
his instrument before he could play the 
solo part of ‘Moanin’ 
“Boris Godunoff.” 

Last night I awaited Mr. Eppis in 
his dressing-room to hear more of his 
decision to bar boorish bike fans from 
the hallowed precincts of the Metro 
politan. Suddenly I angry 
growls and he entered. He was in a 
fine frenzy and I complimented him 
on it. 

“Yes, it isn’t bad,” he returned. 
drawing off his gloves and draping the 
frenzy over a convenient chair. “‘Still, 
I don’t like the cut of the fur collar 
any too well.” 


Low” from 


heard 


I agreed and when we 
had finished our dance and were be 
ing served compound fractures on the 
stoop, | asked: 

“What is this new decision of yours 
to bar boorish bike fans from the 
Metropolitan, Mr. Eppis?) You know. 
my uncle was a boor and fought in the 
Boor War, so naturally e 

“I understand, Vaughan, old fel 
low,” he chimed in, “but my new rul 
ing applies to Moorish bike fans, not 
boorish ones. For the past month hun 
dreds of Moors have been emigrating 
here from Morosco on their bikes un 
til we have had to give our operas in 
the ladies’ washroom.”’ 

“Yes, ves, go on!” I murmured 
writing like one possessed. 

“Even the Phantom of the Opera,” 
continued Mr. Eppis, warming to his 
subject, “the one who lives in the 
secret concubines underlying the the 
atre, has complained that he is up to 
his ears in Moorish wheelmen. Mind 
you, I have no personal prejudice 
against Moors; some of my _ best 
friends are Moorish, but they ought 
to know their place.” 

He was interrupted by the entrance 
of three burly ushers, who dragged be 
tween them two Moorish stowaways 
they had found hidden in a lifeboat on 
the promenade deck. Upon grilling 
they admitted that their names were 
Othello and Costello and that they had 
needled the brown bread intended for 
the skipper’s pork-and-beans. Captain 
Eppis was much wroth and ordered 
them given two lashes apiece, one 
blonde and one brunette. Then, to the 
sprightly tune of “Come All Ye Lads 
and Lashes” high jinks were resumed 

(Continued on page 32) 
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Bigger Than Ever 


The ocean down in Florida, 
Believe it, on my soul, 

It is the only thing down there 
That hasn't lost its roll. 


It’s surprising some of the things 
some people can get out of tin cans, 
whether they be housewives or mo 


toring tourists. 


And at any old time of the vear at 
ill a song-writer’s fancy lightly turns 
to thoughts of love. 


Till Debt Do Us Part 


“With a great sum obtained I this 
freedom” —yeah, two hundred a week 
alimony. 


What most countries need to protect 
their harbors is not more battleships 
but fewer fogs. 
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Farewell to Legs 
Without A pologies to Eve rybody 


Now bows the maid to Fashion’s fiat 
stern, 
The lowering skirt descends below 
the knee; 
High waists come back, and vards ol 
flounce return, 
And leave calves in the dark per 
petually. 


Full many a leg of contour neat and 


trim 
The flowing robes will cruelly con 
ceal, 
And make of it a meek, mysterious 
“limb,” 


Prudish and unappraised from hip 
to heel. 


Ankles will twinkle timidly again, 
ingen And feet will come and go _ like 
frightened mice. 
Unnecessary Sex will quickly wane, 
And all the world be neuter and be 


" nice. 


=) ¢ ‘ Hem: 
dregs, 


And bid farewell, a long farewell 
to Legs. 


magician, 
BE. O. LavGuuin 





Dance Partner 


What large buckles you have on your slippers! 


“Those aren’t buckles—they’re bumpers.” 


1” 


So here’s a health to the Descending 
Let’s fill our cup and drain it to the 


The while we chant a ragtime requiem, 


Pr. 











Mortality Statistics of the 
Good and Bad 


The wages of sin—you know how it 


foes 


But sin is not alw ays detected; 
And that’s why it takes such a very 
long time 


To get all these wages collected. 
It’s often been said of the good: They 
die young; 


So what of the wages of sin? 
The answer to that is an obvious one: 
The bad take some time to cash in. 


—R. C. O’Brien 


If the farmers want protection, they 
should go into the bootlegging busi- 


ness. 


Or What Have You? 


Have three (3) pounds assorted 
latch keys. Good condition. Will 
consider practically anything except 
other keys. 

Quite an assortment of lengths of 
string. Some very nice white pieces 
scarcely used and one very long un- 
knotted piece of strong red twine. 


Five (5) padlocks. Nothing the 
matter with them except the keys are 


missing. 


Seven thousand shirt cards. Will 
take anything in exchange but pins. 


Two (2) odd slippers practically 
new. One blue leather..the other red 
felt, size 1014. Would make ideal pair 
for an eccentric gentleman or two (2) 
pairs for a one-legged man. 


—GeorGE MircHeLL 
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Oft in the Stilly Night 


ef I can hear radios thund ring forth. ... And 
~S- trolley cars pass, wildly ringing their bells fon 
‘ nobody to get out of the way. ... And young 
, fellows trying out a new version of Frankie and 
P Johnnie. . . . And policemen tripping by on 
their ballet-like toes. ... z And milk wagons... 
And I can hear wives welcome their husbands 
home from a hard night at the office. . . . And 
the clock chiming the hour in a nearby belfry. 
And babies. . . . And a speeding car with 
cut-out wide open filled with young folk merrily 
enjoying their innocent fun. . . . And the first 
whistle of the factories. ... 
Yes, it’s hard to stav awake these nights 
even if I am a night watchman. 
The absent-minded tobogganist. “That* prohibition officer is a pretty tough 


guy.” 


“Yeah, he thinks he "s Jack the Joint Kill mr 
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‘ve been working on the railroads.” 
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Yes, We Need the Money 


RONY is a characteristic of the financial gods. Seldom 
have we seen a sharper demonstration than on 4s 
certain day in December—the sixteenth—when by 
magnificent coincidence, the following events occurred all 
at once: 

1. Nine foreign governments paid into the treasury of 
the United States nearly one hundred million dollars of 
war debts. 

2. The Senate ratified the agreement by which France 
will pay us more than four billion dollars, plus interest, 
over a period of sixty-two years. 

3. The President signed the bill reducing our income 
taxes by one hundred and sixty million dollars. 

4. The House appropriated two hundred and _ fifty 
million dollars for new government buildings. 

5. Retailers reported that the holiday sale of luxuries 
was “normal.” 

6. In New York the city fathers resolved to raise their 
own salaries—Mayor Walker's from $25,000 to $40,000, 
Controller Berry’s from $25,000 to $35,000, and so on. 

7. An announcement stated that the annual income of 
American industry has jumped since the war from fifty 
billions to seventy-six billions. 

8. Senator Watson declared that the first action of 
Congress in the new year would be to rush through the 
tariff, which will protect our industries against vicious 
foreign competition, at the same time making it harder 
than ever for these same foreign countries to pay us 
what they owe us. 

Say, if you like, that we have been mellow and generous, 
that the debt settlements amount almost to cancellation 
because we have forgiven so much of the principal and 
have fixed the interest rates so low. The fact remains 
that we are insisting on collecting more than twenty-two 
billions, from countries whose people are taxed with 
tragic severity—in France, for example, the tax burden 
is one-third of the national income as against ten per 
cent. in the United States. No wonder we are prosperous! 
No wonder they call us Shylock! The real wonder is 
that, with all our vaunted hard-headedness, we haven’t be- 
gun to figure out how much we are going to lose in the 
long run by collecting these debts from those by whose 
side we fought. 


Colorado’s Misfortune 


(Covorano politicians are still persecuting Ben Lind- 

' sey. He has now been disbarred from the prac- 
tice of law. This follows two and a half years after he 
was ousted from the bench of the juvenile court. Wise 
in advising others, Ben Lindsey was too often ill-advised 
himself. He said and did things that ranged all the way 





, 
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from mild indiscretion to sheer folly. One of these—his 
assistance of his friend Helen Stokes in contesting her 
husband’s will, and accepting money for it—was techni- 
cally a violation of law. Samuel Untermyer states that 
it was done “with the full knowledge and approval” of 
the probate court, and that the money was not a fee but 
a voluntary gift. Nevertheless, the suit to disbar was 
finally successful. ‘‘The chief justice who rendered the 
opinion,” says Lindsey, “is a member of the old political 
machine which I fought.” 

Ben Lindsey, for all his mistakes, all his publicity-seek- 
ing, all his departures from the conventional notions 
about sin and its wages, remains, to our way of thinking, a 


good man and a big one. He has had plenty of calumny 
and ridicule. But he has, too, an international fame. 


More than that, he holds a warm and permanent place in 
the hearts of thousands of people whom he saved from 
ruin when they were but boys and girls. 


Find a Dead Law, and Earn $5 


D” you see the announcement on this page last week 

of our 1930 campaign for law enforcement? We 
will pay five dollars each for the best examples of laws or 
ordinances which stand on the books of federal, state, 
county or municipal governments and are not being en- 
forced. 

An example of the sort of thing we mean is the law 
cited by Albert Jay Nock in Harper’s: ‘a statute 
passed in one of our Middle States, I believe, to the effect 
that two trains approaching an intersection must both 
come to a full stop, and neither may start again until 
the other has passed!” 

You can look up the laws at your state house, city 
hall or public library. Consult authorities to make cer- 
tain that the law you intend to submit to us has not been 
repealed. Then send us a brief statement of its essence. 
For each one printed we will pay $5. 

By the way, we will also pay for examples of practices 
which ought to be forbidden by law. For example, wife- 
beating, which we understand is entirely legal in New 
Jersey. 

* * *% 


sy man Hoover certainly gets action. Before he came 
in a survey of the United States was planned—topo- 
graphic, coast and geodetic. Eighty years was the time 
originally allowed to do the job. The President got the 
boys together and now they agree to get it done in eigh- 
teen years. They'll need to spend an extra million dollars, 
but considering the uses of maps and charts, that’s cheap. 
The most wasteful factor in modern society is delay; 
the most profitable is speed. —R.J.W. 
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A fencer goes sword-fishing. 


Max Jollywell’s Fortitude 


“Come on, you nine!” pleaded Max 
Jollywell, his handsome face alight 
with earnestness. 

“There we are!” he cried, as the 
dice galloped out onto the pine bench, 
“a five and a three!” ” 

“But five and three are eight,”’ pro 
tested Sam Ruddy, as _ Jollywell 
reached for the money, “and nine is 
your point.” 

Jollywell’s handsome face set stern 
ly, and his black eyes flashed fire. 

“This is a gentlemen’s game, Rud- 
dy,” he breathed in an icy tone, “and 
besides, even if you are right, eight 
ought to be near enough.” 

“Cheese it,” cried big Horace Twit- 
ter, “here comes a Proctor! Put the 
bones in your pocket!” 

There was momentary confusion, as 
three nearby seniors arose and stalked 
out into the clear January morning, 
casting withering glances at the 
speaker. 

“Now you've done it!” hissed Cur- 
ley Locke, “we won't any of us ever 
make a senior society after that!” 

The four sophomores were fast 
friends, as you may judge from the 
fact that the contest just interrupted 
was being held during compulsory 
Chapel at Yale, and as they parted on 
the steps after the service, their eyes 
grew misty at the clasp of hands, for 
each had a class that day, and they 
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“Oh, dear, I hate to have him 


would not meet again till the shadows 
of night should shroud the campus. 


7 * * 


Morey’s—and the witching hour of 
eight-thirty. 

The white-aproned waiters dashed 
hither and yon, bearing foaming 
glasses. The room was thick with pipe- 
smoke, and someone, not quite a gén- 
tleman, evidently, was lighting a ciga- 
rette. An abandoned-looking junior 
was leaning back in a corner, mutter- 
ing, ““Boola, Boola!” over and over to 
the strains of “Boola, Boola!” and an 
air of revelry pervaded the place. 

“Come on, Horace,” said Max Jol- 
lywell, “you have had four seidels 
now, and we've got to be going.” 

Twitter arose with a groan. “Every 
time I get started, you fellows have 
something else to do,” he complained, 
as looking around carefully to make 
sure their exit was not observed the 
chums took their leave. 
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leave town under a cloud.” 


“Never mind, Horace,” soothed 
Ruddy, ‘we'll soon be having some 
good clean fun.” 

And with shouts of glee the in 
separable quartet made their way to 
the Hotel Taft, from which they soon 
emerged carrying the potted palms 
that until then had lent so elegant and 
homelike an atmosphere to the lobby 

* * * 

Beneath a gibbous moon an hour 
and a half later, four eerie shadows 
were busily thrusting palms into holes 
recently dug in the frozen ground of 
the Yale Bowl. 

“What a prank!” chuckled Curley, 
““won’t—" He broke off as a resonant 
voice sounded in his ear, and, looking 
up, the startled lads beheld Dean 
Snowzer! 

“The dean!” gasped Max Jollywell. 

“Yes,” mocked Mr. Snowzer, “what 
a prank! But when these plants have 
grown, when the spectators, unable be 
cause of them to see the plays, cease to 
patronize the Yale A. A., what then?” 

And the shadowy form of the dean 
was gone. 

Awe-stricken, they looked at one 
another. Then with one accord the 
abashed lads set about uprooting the 
youthful forest, choked with sobs and 
muttering through clenched teeth, 
“For Yale!” 

Ere dawn had come the work was 
done—the Bowl level and green once 
more. And the palms transplanted to 
the Campus, where they are now 
known as The Elms. 

L. M. Gipss 





The janitor was so bashful the first time he called his girl, he didn’t 
know where to put his hands. 
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A Modern Maiden’s Approach 


to an Author 


She—What do you DO, anyways? 

He—Oh, I'm.a writer. 

She—Are you REALly, my dear? 
Isn't that int’resting! 

He—Well, I like it. 

She (idly)—Do you REALIly? 
Isn't that divine! Tell me, what sort 
of things do you write? 

He—Well, I’ve just written a novel. 

She—Have you REALly? How 
int’resting ! 

He (modestly )—I hope it is. 

She (offhandedly)—What’s it 
aBOUT, anyways? 

He—Oh, it’s a romance. 

She (laughing)—Lots of love and 
kisses, I spose ! The public simply 
CRAVES that sort of thing, 
DOESn’t it? 





~ ' > 


“Pardon me, is this the road to Apsburg?” 


“Ves!!” 


“Well, if I’m not too personal, will you tell me how much you paid for it?” 
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LENA THE 
FAT LADY 
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“What do you do with your old razor-blades?” 
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He (defensively)—Well, in my 
book I’ve tried to prove that there’s an 
idealism in love even today, when—— 

She (interrupting lightly)—But I 
don’t think there REALIly IS, do you? 
I mean don’t you think everybody 
nowadays sort of takes their love 
like their cocktails, as a matter of 
COURSE, sort of? 

He—Well, of course, in my book 
I’ve—— 

She (curiously)—What’s it 
CALLED, anyways? 

He—‘Until Death.” 

She—That’s a diVINE TItle, ISn’t 
it? I think it’s a simply MARvelous 
title, my dear! You know, I’ve never 
HEARD of it! Is it selling well? 

He (casually )—Oh, fairly. It’s in 
its sixth edition or something. 

She—Is it REALly, my dear? How 
SIMply diVINE! I can’t under- 
STAND why I haven't HEARD of it! 

He—Well, I'll be very glad to give 
you a copy. 

She—Will you REALly, my dear? 
That’s TERribly sweet of you! 
—He—Not at all. 

She—Well, I'd simply aDORE it 
if you WOULD, because you know I 
simply NEVer BUY any of this con- 
temp’rary tripe that’s being published 
nowadays. I mean I stick to the 
CLASsics because I think one’s AL- 
ways SAFE with the CLASsics, don’t 
YOU? I mean WHY clutter up your 
MIND with a lot of this HORSE- 
radish that’s being written nowadays, 
when you can pick up one of the 
CLASsices and REALly imPROVE 
your MIND or something, do you 
know what I mean? 

—Lioyp Mayer 

















Another Tale of Two Cities 

“It’s a far, far better thing that I 
do now than I have ever done... .” 

I looked up from my magazine. 

“And it’s a far, far better place to 
which I go than I have ever been... .” 

I didn't say because 
strangers who speak in the smoking 
compartments of 


anything, 


either 
salesmen or card sharks or Sinclair 
Lewis. 


trains are 


“Carton’s the name—Sydney Car- 
ton,” the stranger said. And, as I 
couldn’t discourage him, I listened to 
him. 

“Ever been in New York?” he 
asked. 

I nodded. 

“"S’hell of a town.” 


I nodded. Either you think it is, 
ou think it isn’t—and nobody can 
ever convince you that it is neither one 
nor the other. 


‘a 


“Been in Chicago?” 
I nodded: “Surely,” I said. ‘Do 
you happen to know a girl there by 
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Foul Verse 
The Homing Pigeon 
The subject of this artless pome 


’S a bird that knows when it’s 
time to go home- 








| A mild, innocuous religion 
Practised by the Homing Pigeon. 


No poker games with deuces wild | 
Can lure this virtue-ridden child; | 
tinseled 

| 


No gaudy skirt, no 


beauty 
Can swerve him from the path of 
| duty. 
—GerorGe MircHety 


| 


the name of Anderson?” 

“No. ’S’hell of a town.” 

I thought of the girl named Ander 
son for a while. 

“What's your line?” Mr, 
wanted to know my line. 


Carton 


“Mine? I generally tell them that 
I’m lonesome. .. .” 
“No, no.... I mean, your racket.” 


“Oh, a little bit of this and that,” I 
replied. “Nothing definite.” 

“Then you're a New Yorker.” 

I laughed. 

“What's yours?” I asked. 

“Well,” he hesitated, “I’m an ex 
terminator.” 

““A what?” 

“A gunman.” 

I picked up my copy of Health and 
Hygiene for All. 

He mused: “It’s a good place I’m 
going to, and a good thing I’m going 
te G6... 

I fumbled the pages. 

“I’m going to be a prohibition agent 
in Washington.” 


—Davinp S. LEHMAN 








WE DON’T WANT ANY LOOSE ENDS HERE, FLAYED PROFESSOR PRATT 


Will you have a lick of the tar-brush? 


icebox. 


Freddy?” demanded Miss Nemesis. 


“Mussolini!” came the pay-off. 


I think there’s some left over from last night’s dinner in the 
Number 3456674 of the Teacher-Johnny series: “And who commanded the sun to stand still, 
Neat week, Paul Reilly and Arthur 


Lippmann in a popular song cycle entitled “When You and I Were Young, McKee.” 
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A. MILNe, 
candy-stores of English literature and the Happi 


the Chelsea Pollyanna, the chain 


ness Boys of the London drama, is with us 
in an exhibit called “Michael and Mary.” 


again 
Attending it is 


much like going to a marshmallow roast with Dr. Frank 
Crane's ghost, Jane Cowl, J. M. Barrie’s boyhood Sunday 


school superintendent, the Messrs. Page and Shaw, the 


man who first thought of putting cream in the Alexander 


cocktail, Ada Mae Weeks and Ethelbert Nevin. It is the 
“Nachtasyl” of over-sweetened sentimentality, the “King 
Lear” of virtuous pap, the “Old Oaken Bucket” of the 


grease-paint E-string. It is so good, so pure, so moral, 
so upright, so tender and so damned noble that it hurts. 

It is also cute. Those of you who have believed that 
the limit of cuteness was reached by of middle- 
aged actresses this season should hurry and take a look at 
Dr. Milne in action. I told that, in his personal 
being, this Milne is an entirely normal fellow who eats 
meat, shaves and cusses at a tight cork just like any of 
s, but the moment he gets out his writing tools something 
very peculiar happens to him. Once he sits down to his 
desk and gets busy with a pad of paper he apparently 
can't check himself from going with a venge: 
His characters talk baby-talk, play with their toes, 
another's black and blue, sit 
laps and lovingly fondle one another’s curls, call one 
other such pet “Bubbles,” 


some our 


am 


ince, 
kiss 


another's 


pa nsv 


one pans on one 
an- 
names as “Binx,” “Piggy- 
wiggvkins” and “Mousie-mousie,” affectionately nibble 
one another's ears and conduct themselves generally 
to make Dr. Freud jump up and down with excite- 
ment. One constantly waits for Maude Adams to step 
to the footlights, issue her celebrated Tinker Bell plea 
and get such a resounding and thunderous yes that the 
ceiling would cave in. 


in a 
way 


Theatre 


“The First Mrs. Fraser” 


Playhouse)— “Fifty Million Frenchmen” (Lyric) —Some 

Grace George and a good performance illumi- humoroyg dirty cracks and some of Cole 
nate Ervine's entertaining comedy. Porter's talty lyrics. 

“fed Rust” (Beck)—Muddled but occa- “Inspector Kennedy” (Bijou)—William 

sionally interesting Soviet drama. Hodge again offers a zero. It is not worth 


criticism. 

“Hall Gods” (Plymouth)—Sidney Howard 
exhibit directed by Arthur Hopkins. De- 
tailed comment in the next issue 


“June Moon” (Broadhurst)—The song- 
writing business turned into two hours of 
gorgeous comicality by the MM. Lardner and 


Kaufman. 
“Young Sinners” (Moroseo)—Dorothy Ap- 
“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)—A musi- pleby amusing in an inferior job about the 
cal comedy that may safely be recommended Younger Generation and its sex troubles 
to anybody Helen Morgan and Charles “The Cede” (National) —Poor 
Butterworth are the cards. Galsworthy by Martin Flavin—but William 


Harris’ side of the evening is well done 

“Strictly Dishonorable” (A von)—Cay little 
comedy about amour in a speakeasy. De- 
lightfully played. 


“Sons o’ Guns (Imperial)—Another one 
that you will thoroughly enjoy. Jack Dona- 
hue is the leading comique. 


“Michael and Mary” (Hopkins)—Senti- “Top Speed” (46th Street)—Reviewed 
mentality brewery by A. A. Milne. next week. 
. (Lyceum) — “Meteor” (Guild)—Same here. 


e ‘The Road 
to Yesterday” with a dash of Einstein. Ably 


“Heads Up:” (Alvin)—Not up to “Hold 
acted and nicely staged but weak drama. 


E verything!” 


By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


Here and there in 


“Michael 


momentarily stops up the sentimental bunghole, 


Ve 


Mr. Milne 


to the 


and 


Mary’ 


welcome relief and persuasion of those members of the 


audience who feel the 


tion of the evening the flow of cocoanut oil, 


maple syrup, créme de 


Schnapps and linseed Suissesses continues unabated. 
beautiful ; 

the sky is blue; 
every cloud is lined with satin; 


beautiful; love is 
policemen are beautiful; 
the moon is silver; 


body 


Is 


is going to heaven; 


way about things that your 
and doubtless odious scribe does. 


cacao, 


humble 
major por- 
Djer Kiss, 
lard, Malaga 
Life 
beautiful; 
the sun is golden; 


But for the 
tincture of 
children are 


every- 


pain is only imaginary; money 
doesn’t bring happiness but only terrible misery ; 


and it’s 


a grand old, great old, dear old little world. 


Like hell it 


is. 


And Mr. 


Milne knows it. Let him 


stop kidding himself and buckle down to adult, intelligent, 


reputable drama. 


Henry Hull has the role of the chief male molasses- 
spout. The Mile. Parker once wrote of actor named 
Rollo Peters that he always gave one the impression of 


standing on a platform just 
The description 


rushed by. 
stance. His performance 


showed briefly “Veneer.” 


gain 


after an express train had 
fits Hull nicely in this 
lacks the restraint 
Edith Barrett is the 


in- 
he 


coomg 


wifie; Harry Beresford makes a policeman bit amusing; 
and a young man named Willey, in the role of the adoring 
couple’s adored son, gives a performance with his eye- 


brows that hasn’t been matched since 


Robert T. Haines. 


on 


the gala days of 


_ 


tT is a rare group of amateurs that doesn’t start off with 
something from the Russian, so we need not be surprised 


that the junior company 


of the 


Theatre Guild makes its 


bow to the public with a sample (Continued on page 31) 


Digest 


“Bird in Hand” (Masque)—If you haven't 
seen it yet, buy a ticket. It’s worth the 
money. 


“Scandals” (Apollo)—Comical skits give 


this George White annual a measure of 
bounce. 
“The Novice and the Duke” (Assembly)— 


A dull, dull evening. 

“It’s a Wise Child” (Belasco) —Obstetrical 
jocosities, some of them funny. 

™ ” (Booth)—Jane 
around in a tub of mush. 

“Ladies of the Jury” (Erlanger)—Mrs. 
Fiske goes Balaban and Katz in a variety act. 

“Sketch Book” (44th Street)—Ear! Carroll 
turns out a diverting revue 

“Mendel, Inc.” (Harris) 
here. 

“Journey’s End” (Miller)—The Bachelors’ 
Cotillion Club goes to war. 

“Waterloo Bridge” (Fulton)—To be 


viewed 


Cowl splashes 


—Nothing much 


re- 
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“A Wonderful Night” (Majestic) —‘‘Die 
Fledermaus” on a revolving stage. The old 
score will tickle your ear. 

“Children of Darkness” 
Sidney and Mary 
To be reviewed. 

“Death Takes a Holiday” (Barrymore)— 
Also to be reviewed. 

“Street Scene” (Ambaszador)—It is still 

interesting the trade. 


“Broken Dishes” (Ritz)—Very cheap stuff. 
“How’s Your Health?” (Vanderbilt)—Even 


cheaper. 

“Bitter-Sweet” (Ziegfeld)—Evelyn Laye 
rewards the eye by way of making up for 
Noel Coward's shortcomings. 


“Strike Up the Band” (Times Square)— 
The new Gershwin score. To be reviewed. 
“Little Show” (Music Box)—Good for an 


evening's pastime. 


“City Haul” (Hudson)—To be lectured on. 


(Biltmore) —Basil 
Ellis return in this one. 
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A few New Year resolutions we will 
break at the first opportunity: 

Not to bid on a king-jack high suit 
without side strength. 

Not to play golf during working 
hours. 

Not to smoke more than five ciga- 
rettes a day. 

Not to play the stock market. 


“TI can tell by your legs that you 
come from the cotton belt.” 


Newcastle,” we've 
where the janitor carries ours. 









PITY THIS Poor Guy /L > 
IN A TRAFFIC JAM —-. ; 





Break, Break, Break 


“‘How so?” 
“You suffer from the bow evil.” 


“carrying coals to 
often wondered 


Speaking of 


You rarely hear of a person who 


didn’t go up in one being killed in an 
airplane accident. 
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Basically Sound 


The annual meeting of the J. M. 
Migg Junk Company was held last 
evening at the St. Clair Hotel. Mr. 
Van Spiffen, the general manager, 
stated that although no dividends 
would be paid this year, there was no 
cause for alarm. 

At the opening of the year a very 
disastrous fire had demolished the 
whole of the main plant, which was 
only covered by 25°, insurance. 

During the summer another setback 
had been experienced, due to the ab 
sconding of the treasurer, Mr. Gott 
schalt, with all available funds. 

Then in the autumn the collapse ot 
the sea wall had proved another hin 
drance to prosperity, as much of the 
material on hand had been precipi 
tated into the river. 

However, the outlook for the com 
ing vear was extremely rosy. 

The material on hand was now 
housed in the open, so that there could 
be no more fires. The treasurer’s po 
sition had not been filled, so that it 
would be impossible for him to ab 
scond and, inasmuch as the sea wall 
had not been rebuilt, it could not col- 
lapse again. 

He felt satisfied that the stockhold 
ers would pass a vote of confidence in 
the directors as, despite these distress- 
ing occurrences, the foundations of the 


company were fundamentally sound. 


—Roserr C. SuimMmin 





“Now that we've subscribed to the Literary Guild and the Book-oj- 
the-Month Club, I’m afraid we'll have to look for a larger apartmen*.” 
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The Best Memories of 1929 


Bermuda. 
* * * 


Tilden’s glares at the Forest Hills 
ballboys. 
* * * 
“All Quiet on the Western Front.” 
* * * 


tipley’s sending his secretary West 
to mail his Xmas cards so they could 
read, “Believe it or not, this is a letter 
from Santa Claus—which is in Indiana. 

* * * 

The New Yorker drawing, ‘‘I say it’s spinach, and I say 
the hell with it,” and the Jupce drawing: “The editors 
of the New Yorker out capturing a bit of whimsey.”’ 

* * i 

Calvin Coolidge’s burlesque of the Life of Elinor Glyn 

in the Cosmopolitan, : 
* — * 
The 


wrinkle in Hey- 


new 
wood Broun’s 
suit. 
e = « 

Charles But- 
terworth and 
his dead pan in 

Sweet Ade- 
line’ and Jimmy 
Savo singing a 


May Be Wrong’ 


in Anderson’s 
Almanac.” 
* * * 


Thoughts at 
‘Sweet Ade- 
line’: the possi- 
bilities of get- 
ting Helen Mor- 


gan to sing on 





PAUL WAITEMAN, Te 
ONE HUNDRED AFEDIEST 
CASES / 


i harmonica. 
* * * 
The guy who said “Paul Whiteman lost everything in 
the market and was officially the hundred neediest cases.” 
~ * ca 
Albie Booth in the Army game and Cagle in the Notre 
Dame game. 
* * * 


“A Farewell to Arms” and “Journey’s End.” 


Quick Judkins, Our Fan Mail! 


Naturally, being a couple of chaps who are Doing 
Something in this Great Big World, Jeff and I get quite 
a lot of fan mail. Most of it is in appreciation of our 
work with the Byrd Arctic Expedition, for which we 
carried the Byrd seed; with the dog train to Nome, which 
we left at Tarrytown, stopping to visit friends there, 
and meeting a nice girl to whom we gave all the dogs; 





| ii 

HELEN MoRGAN 
S\TS ON A HARMONICA 
AND SINGS “ 


== 


HAT 


and finally, with Lindbergh, with whom 


we flew over the Maya ruins photo 


graphing snooker 
tables. Here are a few typical letters 
which clutter up our desks. 


specimens of old 


SS High Hat: 

I wouldn't say Mister to a couple of 
plugged nickel fiction writers like your 
selves. What 
you two thin 
balonies get 










away with every week is mur- 
der. Say, listen, I could gag you 
three ways to a fin 
ish with both hands 
tied and the Broad- 
way columns cov- 
ered up. You make 
me sick! 

A Newsparper Man 


Dear Sir: 
In a recent issue \ 
I noticed a peculiar 
word employed by 
you in your copy. I 
have looked through 
all of the standard 
dictionary and ret- 


erence books, but I i 
must confess that - (Yac~ oneal 

ries a SUIT: 
my research did lit- 
tle or nothing to 


shed any light upon the meaning of the word NERTS. 

Can it be colloquial? Is it phonetic. 

Anxious OLpb 
SUBSCRIBER 


Dear Machamer: 

Howabout 
that railroad fare 
you promised 
me? The guy at 
the hotel 
thinks I’m lying. 

Gus 


here 


Dear Mr. Mans: 

I think that 
you, Mr. Mach 
amer,are just too 
sweet and I lov: 
Judge Junior. 
too (I mean his 
writing, tee he!) 
and all of the 
girls here in my 
dormitory think 
(Continued on 


page 32) 





AGE BALL BoY-TILDEN) EPISODE AT 
FDREST HILLS LAS' SVMMER 
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AND SOME HAVE GREATNESS THRUST UPON THEM 
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“Quick! Hold this bag a minute!’ 
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Tv was with a tear and a hat over our heart that we 
heard a gaunt movie star speak that sacred line: 
“When you say that, smile!’ That line alone has per 

petuated the romantic code of the mythical good bad men 
of the great open spaces ever since Owen Wister wrote 
“The Virginian.” 

The movie done from his book is a queer and sometimes 
effective piece of work. It is queer because it harks back 
to a pre-war day of writing and public-speaking, to a day 
when Americanization and chivalry were the pass-words 
of the sophisticated rather than stocks and sex. There is 
a scene in which a pioneer mother and an Eastern school- 
ma’am have a tongue battle, and, as trite as it was, one 
felt a certain sadness when the old woman said, “We're 
building a country out here—lI traveled a thousand miles 
in a covered wagon, and killed an Indian with my own 
hands, etc., ete.” 
Half the audience cried, and I think a good many because 
of a vague feeling that the simple fervor of the old-timers, 
their lusty optimism and their cruel labors, were worth 
something more than the bootlegging Kiwanian civilization 
with which their grandsons have beautified the prairies. 

“The Virginian” lags terribly. It is historical rather 
than dramatic, with the exception of two grand scenes: 


There was drama in that scene; tragedy. 


one, a cattle drive at night; the other, a realistic shooting 
affair. The dialogue is written and delivered in the toe- 
dragging Walter Hampden manner, and a lynching scene 
carries unrealistic temper and sickly sentiment to a movie 
high for the year. 

“The Virginian” might give you a chance for a few sad 
reminiscences, but it can’t give you more than a few 
minutes of entertainment. 


> 


“Pune Girl from Woolworth’s” might furnish future 

anthropologists with some accurate data concerning 
the peculiar natives who inhabit Manhattan’s upper and 
underground caverns. It is a so-called humorous piece con- 
cerning a girl who works for Woolworth’s and a sturdy 
subway guard. The dialogue is of the “Oh, yeah—sez 
who?” school, and as far as I know it is a very accurate 
collection of the sort of wise-cracks used so effectively by 
the genial folk of Manhattan. The only thing that 
puzzled me was that the members of the audience who 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 
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knew that after the show they would have to disentangle 
themselves and push their way into a rib-cracking subway 
jam laughed themselves breathless at the pictures of sub- 
way jams. It is a psychology peculiar to these shores. 
You tell a man that the New York Telegram has proved 
that his speakeasy uses unadulterated wood alcohol and he 
immediately rushes to the place and gets drunk. You tell 
him that the professionals are operating Wall Street and 
he rushes to the phone and puts in a margin order for 
Chrysler. 

All this pointing with wonder comes around to the 
point that if you work for Woolworth’s or the I. R. T., 
“The Girl from Woolworth’s” probably will throw you 
into hysterics; otherwise, it is just provincial folk-humor 
with no more character than a new speakeasy. 

The heroine is a blonde, one Alice White, who appears 
to be a coming Clara Bow, and I don’t know of anything 
the nation needs in its present state more than a good 
five-cent Clara Bow. 


THe Shannons of Broadway” is a wise-cracking piece 

of hokum well presented by the Gleason family, le 
Gleason being one vaudevillian who knows how to write 
sure-fire Broadway humor. The funniest situation of the 
play was deleted by the movie censors, so, for the benefit 
of those who did not see the uncensored stage play, I 
shall explain it in full. 

A vaudevillian is running a small-town railroad hotel 
and a Swedish waitress comes in with tears and shame to 
explain that she is expecting a little stranger. The fright- 
ened hero tries to forestall her explanation, but she comes 
out with it, and when his wife comes down she asks: 
“What is it?” 

“The works!” he answers. 

And that, my friends, was considered too evil for you, 
and you, and you, to hear from the silver-pure screen, 


HE most entertaining movies of the month have been 

a series of animated pastels called “Silly Symphonies,” 
produced by Columbia Pictures. They are exotic, real- 
istic, musical, funny and much more entertaining than any 
so-called feature I have seen in weeks. 


The Movie Guide 


“Arsenal”—One of those happy Soviet “Hallelujah” —The best movie of the year. 


=e. . “Hearts in Exile” —Dolores Costello hardly 
“Applause”—The plot hides behind the earning her pay. stores Costello hardly 


camera, which happens to be good. ~ 
“ mned”—An all-star cast trying to “The Kiss”—Greta Garbo in nothing at all. 
“The Lady Lies” A sound plot, a good 


be funny with a serious story 
“Disraeli” —George Arliss in a good repro- cast, and well worth your while 


juction of his stage play. “The Love Do ° > 
ctor” —It was good in 1912. 
“Darkened Rooms”—Dull. 
: “Love Parade” —W orth seeing. 


“Frozen Justice” —Cold business 
“Footlights and Fools” —Just that. “New Babylon” Russia freeing her shack- 


“Girl from Woolworth’s”—In this issue. les again. 


“Paris Bound” —The smart play well done, “The Sky Hawk’’—Siiiy. 
by Ann Harding and Frederick March “Show of Shows” —\ orthiess. 
“Paris” —Good music. “Taming of the Shrew” —Very well done. 
“Prisoners” —A Molnar story done well me. Trespasser”—Gloria Swanson makes 
enough to see. Half-talkie. a brave effort, but all in vain. 
“Piccadilly” —I don't know where it is, but “The Vagabond Lover”—If you like saxo- 


see it if possible. Silent. phone players. 











“Romance of Rio Grande” —Terrible 

“Shannons of Broadway” —In this issue. 

“Seven Faces”—None of them worth see- 
ing. 

“Sweetie” —P leasing. 


“The Virginian” —In this issue. 

“Why Bring That Up?”—Moran and Mack 
never miss. 

“Young Nowheres”—Richard Bartheln ess 
works well in a fragile romance. 
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DELANE BROWN “Hostess” Assortment of 
Fruits in Wine Syrup. 
Mrs. M. Burnett Franklin, Philadelphia. 


TERRI Lucerne Style Vanity Cases. 
Marjorie Airey, Stinson Beach, Calif. 
Mrs. W. S. Dawson, Rocky River, O. 
Ruth A. Galer, Mt. Pleasant, lowa. 

Mrs. Thomas Atkinson, Glenside, Pa. 


SECO LEATHER PRODUCTS CO. BRIDGE SET 
J. P. Dandy, Toronto. 


Case of COLLEGE INN TOMATO JUICE 
COCKTAIL 
Mrs. Harry S. Davis, Asheville. 


RUXTON MULTI-VIDER PENCILS. 
Theodore V. Zavatt, Woodmere, Long Island. 
P. A. McLennan, Vancouver, B. C. 

Zelia Tatam, San Francisco. 

Virginia E. Taylor, Rocky River, Ohio. 

Mrs. C. A. Fowler, Portland, Oregon. 

Frank Horvath, Cleveland. 

W. Lippincott, New York City. 

P. B. Couchman, Cleveland. 


MELACHRINO No. 4 Cigarettes. 
Richard T. F. Harding, Cleveland. 
Joseph H. Levine, Cincinnati. 

W. R. Southall, San Francisco. 

Carolyn Blair, Kent, Ohio. 

George Mattis, Detroit, 

Mrs. Kalmon Greenblatt, Los Angeles. 
E. L. Gosnell, Baltimore. 

Esther B. Horning, Rocky River, Ohio. 
Russell Roosen, Detroit. 

Miss Grace M. Hunt, San Francisco. 
Mrs. W. A. Howard, Norfolk. 

George A. Neeves, Evanston, Ill. 

C. B. Spaulding, Chicago. 

Lieut. Col. Benjamin S. Berry, Newport, R. 1. 
J. P. Buchanan, Marion, Va. 

Gertrude Soennekon, Los Angeles. 

J. S. Kelley, Scarsdale, N. Y. 

George A. Bridgman, Rochester, N. Y. 
Phillips Sherwood Davies, San Francisco. 
Karl B. Clark, El Cajon, Calif. 

Mrs. Robert N. Hughs, Atlanta. 
Bennett L. Disbrow, Ridley Park, Pa. 
Beulah Wilcox, Detroit. 

T. H. Avery, Le Roy, N. Y. 

W. S. Dawson, Rocky River, Ohio. 


DELANE BROWN- “Hostess” Assortment of Fruits in 
Wine Syrup 
Mrs. J. B. Walker, Topeka, Kansas 


TERRI Lucerne Style Vanity Cases 
Mrs. Edward Williams, Ambler, Pa. 
Mrs. Emma W. Johnson, Newark, N. J. 








FURTHER PRIZE WINNERS TO BE ANNOUNCED NEXT WEEK 





PRIZE WINNERS 
LENZ BRIDGE CONTEST 


(Earlier lists in December 28th and January 4th issues of Judge) 


Series of Twelve Problems 


“TICKER,” the Wall Street Game. 
J. D. La Master, Legion, Texas. 
H. Frank Jones, Brooklyn. 

Anna J. Rader, Rocky River, Ohio. 
Mrs. M. A. Beltaire, Jr., Detroit. 


CONGRESS PLAYING CARDS. Boxes of 12 
Packs. From UNITED STATES PLAYING 
CARD COMPANY 

Dr. J. L. Parker, Brawley, Calif. 

E. H. Barber, San Diego. 

A. A. Kuhlen, San Diego. 

Jos. S. Dubin, New York City. 

F. J. Hall, San Diego. 

F. M. Benjamin, San Diego. 

H. Sanford Johnson, San Antonio. 
Dorothy A. Johnson, San Antonio. 

Mrs. H. A. Ericson, San Antonio. 

Mrs. W. C. Thompson, Ripley, Tenn. 
Phyllis Donckers, Brooklyn. 

Hugh W. Jackson, New York City. 
Stanley S. Anderson, Beverly Hills, Calif. 
Mary Strothers Chambers, Stinson Beach, Calif. 
Theodore R. Milne, Kenmore, N. Y. 
Thelma Bailey, Asheville. 

Raima Atkins Mulhollan, Wharton, Texas. 
Helen T. Goodwin, Kew Gardens, N. Y. 
W. E. Anderson, Topeka, Kansas. 
Walter Marshall, Honolulu. 

E. D. Griffith, Asheville. 

Michael J. McNamee, Chicago. 

Elmer A. Sheets, Jr.. Yonkers, N. Y. 

H. H. Van Kennen, Brookville, Pa. 

B. Phillips, San Diego. 

Walter Dreyfus, Santa Barbara. 

William C. Dwyer, Tulsa. 

Margaret C. Whittemore, New Haven. 
Walter Malowan, New York City. 
Frank V. Airey, Stinson Beach, Calif. 


OLD COLONY CHEST. 
Rensen G. Rowland, Los Angeles. 


CASES OF YERMAT. 
J. J. O’Neill, Shaker Heights, Ohio. 
John W. Coates, Detroit. 

A. Marie Phelps, Newark, N. Y. 











Double Packs Special LOUIS SHERRY Bridge 
Cards. 

S. K. MacLean, San Diego. 

Louis H. F. Mouquin, New York City. 

Fernand Robert, Quebec. 


Series of Eight Problems 


Mrs. K. W. Cosgrove, Little Rock. 
Mrs. Edgeworth Lamkin, Athens, Ga. 


SECO LEATHER PRODUCTS CO. BRIDGE SET 
Susie Cook Wingfield, Athens, Ga. 

OLD COLONY CHEST 

Cc. S. Angell, Boston. 


























“TICKER”, the Wall Street Game 
Mrs. Donald Dunbar, Evanston, Ill. 
R. A. Oliver, Sioux City, lowa. 
Laura B. Kingsbury, Glencoe, Ill. 

W. H. Kortright, Asbury Park, N. J. 


REDDY TEES, in Leather Case, with 2 Golf Balls 


Edward Williams, Ambler, Pa. 


MELACHRINO No. 4 Cigarettes 

Mrs. George Reith, Yonkers, N. Y. 

Mrs. Helen Snodgrass, Scottsboro, Ala. 
Grace Phillips Davies, San Francisco. 
Ross E. Weaver, M.D., Concordia, Kansas. 
John L. Blair, Kent, Ohio. 

Blake C. Hooper, Cleveland. 

Mrs. John L. Kelly, Buffalo, 

Levis R. Ayres, Philadelphia. 

M. J. Martin, New York City. 

Mrs. E. C. Ellett, Jennings Ordinary, Va. 
Harry Chashin, New York City. 

Mrs. Sam E. Hodges, San Angelo, Texas. 
Sidney S. Rosenzweig, New York City. 
Mrs. H. R. Held, Larchmont, N. Y. 

Mrs. Edwin R. Gill, Yonkers, N. Y. 
George Reith, New York City. 

Miss Marjorie Reith, Yonkers, N. Y. 
Edward VY. Reith, Yonkers, N. Y. 

Mrs. F. P. Dwyer, Yonkers, N. Y. 

Ralph Aldom Frost, Jr., Laguna Beach, Calif. 
Ww. G. Byers, Coraopolis, Pa. 

Louis L. Rosen, New Orleans. 

Colonel E. E. Haskell, Oklahoma City. 
Mrs. W. E. Zontlein, New York City. 
Flora C. Troph, Rocky River, Ohio. 


PRIZE WINNERS 
LENZ BRIDGE CONTEST 


Series of Eight 


Problems—Continued 


CONGRESS PLAYING CARDS. Boxes of 12 packs. 
UNITED STATES PLAYING CARD COMPANY 
H. R. Held, Larchmont, N. Y. 

Mrs. Walter M. Lamkin, Lynn, Mass. 

Frank Ketter, Highland Falls, N. Y. 

Mel Baker, La Jolla, California. 

George Reith, Jr., Yonkers, N. Y. 

Julian Goldman, New York City. 

Mrs. A. D. Ferguson, Yonkers, N. Y. 

Miss I. B. Peavy, Tarrytown, N. Y. 

Dr. Hugh Boyd, Scottsboro, Ala. 

J. M. Armstrong, Baltimore. 

Jas. F. Macaulay, Irvington, N. J. 

H. C. Bateman, New York City. 

Ben Galer, Mt. Pleasant, lowa. 

John W. Bateman, New York City. 

Beatrice E. Harris, Leominster, Mass. 
Richard L. Hanson, Buffalo. 

Mrs. F. H. H. Calhoun, Clemson College, S. C. 
Elizabeth Airey, Stinson Beach, California. 
Kitty Rogers Magruder, Orlando, Florida. 

J. D. Lincoln, Chicago. 


RUXTON MULTI-VIDER PENCILS 

H. W. Skinner, New York City. 

Milton Poppy, Long Beach, N. Y. 

R. Rea, Fort Steilacoom, Washington. 
John C. Washington, Berkeley, California. 
Phil. G. Harris, Spartanbure, S. C. 

J. C. George, Rocky River, Ohio. 

Bess Ericson, San Antonio. 

Parker A. Small, Cincinnati. 


CASE OF YERMAT 
Mrs. Kathryn P. Read, San Francisco. 


Double Packs Special LOUIS SHERRY Bridge Cards 


Mildred Southall, San Francisco. 
Carl W. Blenkhorn, Midland, Mich. 


Series of Four Problems 


DELANE BROWN “Hostess” Assortment of Fruits 


Wine Syrup. 
Ada H. Matthias, Norristown, Pa. 


TERRI Lucerne Style Vanity Cases 

Miss Helen Cummings, Northampton, Pa. 
Mrs. B. McKinnon, Allston, Mass. 

Mrs. Julia P. Sussman, Philadelphia. 
Mrs. Sylvester S. May, Brooklyn. 


SECO LEATHER PRODUCTS CO. BRIDGE SET 
Paul M. Adler, New York City. 


OLD COLONY CHEST 
Fred W. Ramsey, Statesville, N. C. 


“TICKER”, the Wall Street Game 
Rachel Matthias, Chambersburg, Pa. 
Cc. C. Warner, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Mrs. Allie K. Smith, Covington, Mich. 
Harold Wallis, Scarsdale, N. Y. 


MELACHRINO No. 4 Cigarettes 
Cc. H. Angle, Forest Hills, N. Y. 
J. E. Atkins, Van Buren, Ark. 
Mrs. Charles A. Haff, Northampton, Pa. 
Ella Fae Watson, Pt. Marion, Pa. 
Mrs. Ca Belle Walker, Gallipolis, Ohio. 
Mrs. E. Wilkerson, San Francisco 
Mrs. Winifred M. Catlin, Chicago. 
H. F. Hamilton, San Antonio, 
Bettie Atkinson, Cleveland. 
Mrs. M. Karasek, San Francisco. 
Magnus B. Rosenberg, Chicago. 
Mrs. Jos. Oeschger, Palo Alto. 
Telle Schreibman, Saranac Lake. 
Miss Frances Martin, Belleville, N. J. 
Pauline Taylor, Silver City, New Mexico. 
Marie G. Byers, Coraopolis, Pa. 
R. Prieur, Montreal. 
C. Lauder, Ste. Anne de Bellevue, Quebec. 


FURTHER PRIZE WINNERS TO BE 


E. K. Kneule, Norristown, Pa. 

Mrs. Lillias H. Kneule, Norristown, Pa. 
Mrs. E. G. Pimm, Montreal. 

L. P. Monks, Williamsport, Pa. 

Mrs. Walter C. Chaffee, Detroit. 

E. G. Flint, Jr.. New York City. 

Sue K. White, Drexel Hill, Pa. 


CONGRESS PLAYING CARDS. Boxes of 12 packs. 
UNITED STATES PLAYING CARD COMPANY 
Dr. W. K. Skinner, Warren, Pa. 

C. A. Stewart, Westfield, N. J. 

Sir Derrick J. Wernher, Bart, New York City. 
E. L. Milne, Lake Forest, Ill. 

J. G. Roberts, Dobbs Ferry, my Ve 

Eileen M. Boland, Cleveland. 

Harry Ober, Brookline, Mass. 

J. C. Domery, Newark, N. J. 

W. F. Hagen, Arlington, N. J. 

Maxine C. Miner, Chattanooga. 


RUXTON MULTI-VIDER PENCILS 
Thomas Lovett, Allston, Mass. 

W. H. Cone, Jr., Flushing, N. Y. 

F. C. Phypers, New York City. 

J. P. Struckmeier, St. Louis. 

Chas. W. Hall, West Philadelphia. 

w. Dyer Merriam, New York City. 
Harold T. Watson, Point Marion, Pa. 
William J. Kelley, New York City. 


REDDY TEES, with Golfer's Belt. 
Mrs. J. Wainwright, Philadelphia. 


CASE OF YERMAT 
Ernest P. Seixas, New York City. 


penite Packs Special LOUIS SHE RRY Bridge Cards 


M. Litzenberger, Fort Bayard, New Mexico. 












ANNOUNCED NEXT WEEK 
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Some Prophecies for 1930 


The Cosmopolitan will announce a 
series of short stories by a prominent 
American writer. 

There will be a scandal in one of our 
leading universities around graduation 
time. 

Charlie Schwab will declare his 
faith in prosperity. 

There will be a fist fight in the 
United States Senate. 

Ten indignant authors will claim 
that the Pulitzer Prize Committee is 
all wet. 

Someone will fly across the Atlantic. 

The younger generation will be ve- 
hemently denounced in a speech. 

The younger generation will be ve- 
hemently upheld in a speech. 

A football player will be hailed as a 
second Red Grange. 

The New Yorker will print a car- 
toon in which an open manhole figures 
prominently. 

There will be a big demand for 
World Series tickets. 

There will be a talking picture made 
dealing with life back-stage. 

The Rothstein case will not be 
solved. 

There will be a day during the sum- 
mer which will be called the hottest on 
record. 


“Say Joe, did ya ever have a feelin’ you wuz bein’ watched?” As searce as nickels and dimes in 
—Banpvev Linn, Wabash ’32 a taxi driver's change pocket. 
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She was only a weaver’s daughter, but gosh how big she loomed. 
—Row.tanpv Lyon, George Washington U. ’29 


Every prophecy made for 1930 Fair Warning 


will be good in 1931, too. . " : 
: You sent a gaudy Valentine 
—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, , 


Randolph *47 W ae hearts and gilded 
issue, 

But did you say, “Will you be mine?” 

Like fun you did—you ducked the 
issue. 


What wailings over Cupid’s sting! 
What amorous fluttering you con- 
fess to! 
But you don’t say a single thing 
That I can blush and answer 
“Yes” to. 


What sort of stuff is this to proffer? 
Why tell me how your soul repines ? 
If you can’t make a serious offer, 
Just keep your silly Valentines! 
—Ricuarp M. Haywoop, 
Johns Hopkins ’31 


My girl is so dumb she thinks that 
cranium is a new kind of metal. 
—J. C. Armour, 
W. and L, ’32 
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Knows His Below Par Season 


eee Therefore Cunard-Anchor 


appropriately scheduled . . . 





Cunard meets the rising intelligent demand for 


short winter vacations ... For wise life-loving 
people who know that 12, 18 or 26 days of 
tropical sun adds more years to their lives and 
more lilt to their minds than a year's expensive 
medical treatment... They realize that basking 
in a sea-washed port is the perfect winter solution 
for ‘wet-feet nerves’ and routine office doldrums 
... they know that Cunard presents the color- 
ful diversion of the West Indies at less than 
summer vacation prices. They are the pioneers 
of a new vacation movement... and the roomy 
comfort of Cunard staterooms... the suave 
perfection of Cunard service... the gala atmos- 
phere of Cunard lounges and verandah cafes 
... these are demanded by the modern vaca- 


tionist as necessary holiday equipment. 


VARIED ITINERARIES INCLUDING 


San Juan, Santiago, Santo Domingo, 
Port-au-Prince, St. Pierre, Fort de France, 
Barbados, Trinidad, La Guayra, Curacao, Colon, 


Kingston, Havana, Nassau, Bermuda. 





Sailing Date Duration | Min. 


Steamer 





from New Y ork of Voyage ates 
Jan. 16,1930 | s.s. Caledonia 26 days $275 
Feb. 15,1930 | s.s. Caledonia 26 days 275 


Mar. 15, 1930 | s.s. Caledonia 
Apr. 12, 1930 | s.s. Samaria 


18 days 200 
12 days 175 














See Your Local Agent 


CuUNARD-ANCHOR 
WEST INDIES CRUISES 





The Modern Vacationist 


AUVGING™ BOOKS: 


8 al by day the air grows thicker 

with the cries ‘““Katherine Brush 
Della Garfunkle, critic of 
“Eye,” her ‘“‘the 


is arrived. 


the Peoria claims 


lady Stendhal of the 20th Century.” 


West Indies Cruises are} 


Her last book, “Night Club,” a pene- 


tration into American decadence, was 


reported sold to Jesse Lasky for 
¥100,000, an unprecedented price. 
Walter Wanger, a Lasky minion, 
said on the occasion, “Her name 


will mean dollars at the box-office.” 


Her name has supplanted Michael 
Arlen’s on the discussion list of the 
| West Orange Ladies’ Literary and 


Oyster Stew Society. The boys at 
the Yale Club have stopped talking 
about Helen Morgan, gone highbrow 
and are hot in the discussion of her 
place in American literature. She has 
been reported engaged to a fifty-mil- 
lion-dollar millionaire and is now suf- 
fering in a_ sixty-thousand-dollar-a- 
year penthouse gathering material for 
her next novel, “Park Avenue,” which 
will be a “devastating realistic impres- 


sion” of high society. Recently the 





Saturday Evening Post presses were | 


held three and a half hours awaiting 
the arrival of her third 
And as a result George Horace Lori- 
mer did nothing more than hang her 
picture in his private office, the only 
one there. She has been met by Frank 
Crowninshield, Heywood Broun, Jim 
my Walker, and the Prince of Wales is 
expected day. Edna _ Ferber 
threatens to sue her for swiping a plot 
and Richard Halliburton has invited 
her to race him in a swimming match 
through Hell Gate. Even Mencken 
heard of her, leaving for the West 
immediately. 


any 


Seven editors are about 
to duel for the rights of having dis- 
covered her. All of the girls at Miss 
Chapin’s are acting like her heroines. 
Someone named Joan Lowell is pretty 
sore. 

Well, we copped ourself a copy of 
Miss Brush’s newest, “Young Man of 
Manhattan,” supposedly a composite 


of Joe Williams, Walter Winchell. 
Mare Connelly and Mrs. Fiske. We 
read two lines on the jacket. One 


went: “(Ann) only rode in strange 
men’s laps on third Mondays in May.” 
Another: “(Toby) had been born at 
high noon on a flash-bang Fourth of 
July at a summer resort; and every- 
thing in his life had been like that. . . . 
Where he was things happened, things 
Still not certain, we read at 
It contained something about 


began.” 
the end. 


. | 
instalment. 


Chief 
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is still chief 
and only extra 
fare train to 
Southern 


California 


The California Limited 
and the Grand Canyon 
Limited are exclusively 
first class trains without 
extra fare. Then the Na- 
vajo, Scout and Mission- 
ary. Fred Harvey dining 
service is another dis- 
- tinctive feature of this 
‘ distinctive railway. 


bi yyy MWe) CCM MA UM Mf 


The Indian- 
detour 


Grand Canyon 
Line 


mail this coupon 

















poison liquor and a lovers’ reconcilia- | 


tion when the hero wrote a best seller. 
Well, we say it’s tripe and we say the 
h—1 with it! 

—Tep SHANE 


W.J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr., Santa Fe Sys. Lines 
1215 Railway Exchange, Chicago 
Am interested in winter trip to___ 


Please send me detailed information and des- 
criptive folders. 





Name 


Address 
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Sil 


IN THE HEART OF THE LOOP 
WITH! NEW GARAGE FOR 
YOUR CONVENIENCE 


1700 ROOMS 


+ 


a 

eerie? 
area ane} 
ra v1 


“GARAGE f= 


SINGLE ROOM WITH BATH 


$2. 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$4° Per Day and up 
RANDOLPH CLARK 


LAKE © LA SALLE 
STREETS 











Learn Cultured Speech and Core 
rect Pronunciation quickly from 
phonograph records. Alsoincrease 
your vocabulary this new easy 
way. Be a fluent talker—culti- 
vated speech is a social and business 
asset of the first importance. Thisnew 

“learn by listening” method highly recommended 
by leading educators. rdssent on free trial. Write 
for information and free Self Test. No obligation. 


THE PRONUNCIPHONE INSTITUTE 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3331, Chicago 
















Stop aCough Quickly! 
Nursesknow the necessity of quickly 
stopping a cough—otherwise a 
serious condition may develop. 

Piso’s is pleasant, soothing and healing— 
ics effect is immediate. Excellent for 


children—contains no opiates. Success- 
fully used since 1864, 35c and 60c sizes. 


PISO’S 


for COUGHS 
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SARAH, ‘he tiny cow belonging 


| “to Herman Eder of Silver Creek, 
Illinois, stands only fourteen inches 
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GRANDFATHER 





CATCHER Pre fast BASE zu0 BASE BA‘ 
SON FATHER GRANDFATHER GREAT 


GREE f 
GRANDFATHER G ar 





high, and gives nothing but condensed milk. S2 ") ref 
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que WOONCE Ry 
FAMILY BASEBALL TEAM “OO Cenonin 
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bsolom, the walking tish belond 
mg To Alay Bray, of White Plains 
\ NY has walked thrice across the 
continent. He detests water ar 
uses to take a bath 


“= even on Saturday night. 
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The golf bug talks in his sleep. 
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Radio Selections 
(AU Time Given is Eastern Standard Time) 


Thursday, January 9 
Fleischmann Hour, WEAF, WEEI, WTAG, WJAR, 
WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY,WGR, WCAE, WFJC, WHO, 
WOW, WDAF, WWJ, WTMJ, WBT, WJAX, WIOD, 
Lela LL ge = WKY, WSAI, KPRC, 
(OA,WEBC, WRVA, KSL, WOAI, WSM, KGO, SSIN 
KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WBAP, KTHS, WAPI, KECA, EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 
WIBO, KSD, CKGW, WJDX. Graham McNamee and 
Rudy Vallee make this an excellent program. 
9:00—Smith Brothers. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WIBO, KWK, WREN, T 
WCKY. Scrappy Lambert and Billy Hillpot sing and W hen 
Andy Sannella directs the orchestra and plays a mean 
saxophone. 
10:00-—Atwater Kent Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 


‘ it Prowam. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, —, — 
ee ee ee you are asked “Is this your boy?”... 


































































Friday, January 10 j 
7:39— Dixie Cire WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, KDKA, KYW, ’ ~ i 4g 
WHAS, WM. WSB, WBT, WMC, WLW. Bob Sher- be nonchalant eee LIGHT A MURAD. 


wood, famous clown, tells circus stories 


8:00—Cities Service Program. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, 


KYW, KSD, WOW, WDAF, KSTP, WTMJ, WKY, 
WWJ, WOC, KOA, WFAA, WSAI, WEBC, KOMO, | 
KGO, KGW, KHQ, WOAI, KPRC, KSL, CKGW, 
WTAG. Including one of radio's best quartets. 


9:30-—Schradertown Band. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR, 


KSD, WOC, WOW, WRC, WLIT, WFJC, WIBO, 
WDAF. Entertaining “small town” stuff. 


Saturday, January 11 

9:00—Graybar Program. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC, 
WGHP, WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, 
WSPD, WKH, WLBW, WFBM, WDBJ, WTAR, 
WWNC, KFJF, WLAC, WDOD, WBRC, WREC, 
WMAL, KRLD, KFH, KTSA, WCCO, WISN, WDSU, 
KLRA, KLZ, KDYL, KFRC, KHJ, KOIN, KFPY, 
WKBN, KVI. A glimpse of the home life of the famous 
Mr. and Mrs. 

9:30—Gulbransen Hour, WABC, WGHP, WCAO, WHK, 
WJAS, KOIL, WNAC, WKRC, WEAN, WADC, 
WLBW, WCAU, WFBL, WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, 
KMBC, WSPD, WMAL, WISN, WKBW. Henry 
Hadley conducting a symphony orchestra 

11:30-—Hotel Paramount Orchestra. WABC, WMAL, WHP, 
WFBL, WDOD, WKRC, WISN, WBRC, WLBW, 
WWNC, WGHP, WCAO, WSPD, WMAQ, WKBW, 
WCAU, KDYL, KMBC, KOIL, KLRA, KLZ, KFPY, 
WREC. To keep the party moving. 








Sunday, January 12 
‘ 8:30—Chase and Sanborn Orchestra. WEAF, WTIC, 
f WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, 
WFJC, WWJ, WSAL, KSD,.WOW,WLS, WDAFP, WIOD, 
WHAS, WEBC, WMC, WSB, WSMB, WKY, KTHS, 
KPRC, WOAI, WOC, KVOO, WBT, WTMJ, WJDX. 
Light music and song. 
9:15 —-D” isienne Romances. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KWK, WREN, WCKY. 
Dramatic sketch with musical background. 
10:00—Royal’s Poet of the Organ. WABC, WADC, WCAO, 
WNAC, WKBW, WBBM, WKRC, WKH, WGHP, 
WwOWO, KMBC, WLBW, KOIL, WCAU, WJAS, 
WEAN, KMOX, WFBL, WSPD, WMAL, KLZ, KHJ, 
KOIN, KDYL, KFRC, KVI, KFPY. Organ music as 


only Jesse Crawford can play it. 


Monday, January 13 
8:30—CeCo Couriers. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC, 
t WGHP, WMAQ, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WHK, 
WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, WSPD, WFBM. Popular 
music and the popular Henry Burbig. $$ _$_____ 


10:00-—Ken-Rad Cabin Nights. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WJR, 


KYW, KWK, WREN, WHAM, KDKA. Southern | Is l here a Doctor | Missing Issues 
atmosphere with music | | 4 os Ss 

12:00—Ted Fiorito’s Orchestra. WEAF, KYW. If you like | Have you any of the old copies of Judge 
smooth music this program {s worth sitting up to hear. listed below? If so, would you like to | 


e 
sell tk ? 
Tuesday, January 14 in Your House ? ce lune ved Tote Sasues 


| 
8:00—Main Street. WOR. Better listen to this every week. } 1895: February 9 1902: March 8 
10:00—Clicquot Eskimes. WEAF, WEEI, WCSH, WJAR, | 1900: February 24 1909: December 4 


© P. Lorillard Co., Est. 


























WFI. WRC. WGY, WGR, WCAE, WWJ. WSAI If h d hi September 8 1911: May 13 and 20 ' 
WOW, KYW, KSD, WHO, WDAF, KSTP, WHAS. so, rush out and get him a copy 
W SM. WMC, W SB, WOAI, KOA, KSL,. WTMJ f h issues in order to complete our record files 
KPRC, WRVA, WBT, WJAX, WKY, KGO, KFI, of the : 1 order t plete our record files. 
KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WEBC, WFAA, WTAG. f you know where they can be obtained, 
‘ Sparkling tunes by Harry Reser and orchestra. please write 


10:30—Radio-Keith-Orpheum Hour. WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 


WFJC, WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WHO, WOW, WDAF. C 18 East 48th Street, New York City 
WTMJ, KSTP, WEBC, WRVA, WBT, WJAX, WIOD, MEDI AL NUMBER 
WHAS, WSM. WMC, WSB, WAPI, WSMB, WFAA. ———_____——— 


KPRC, WOAI, WKY, KTHS, KOA, KSL, KGO, EUROPE ERSI 15 


KGW, KFI, KOMO, KHQ, WIBO, WTAM. Popular f d 
stage and movie stars sing and play. Oo u ge : 
| 250 AU Egrpense toura $295 to $775 


| Visit Passion Play of 1930 lst class Hotels More 

Wednesday, January 15 motor travel. Send for booklet . ’ 

7:30—Kellogg Hour. WOR, Alexander Woollcott as the } ALLEN TOURS, INC., 154 Boylston St., Boston. a 
“Town Crier.” . 


' 8:30—Forty Fathom Trawiers. WABC, WADC, WCAO, You'll have him in stitches | 
WNAC, WKBW, WMAQ, WKRC, WHK, WGHP, i H 
WLBW, WCAU. WJAS WEAN, KMOX, WEBL. High Blood Pressure Is Alleviated 


i WMAL, WHP, WFBM, WHEC, WSPD. Sea stories | 

ofA cent een tae. Wake, HAs by _VITTEL WATER 

11:00— immons’ w yABC, WMAL, 
WFBL, WDBJ, WKBN, WDOD, WKRC, WISN, = Drinking enenee eouaee 
: WADC, WBRC, WLBW, WWNC, WNAC, WGHP, Seanain Ciatins Gmaed Gat 
WHK, WCAO, WSPD, WCCO, WMAK, WCAU, rene me mera: Water 
KFH, KMBC, KOIL, KLRA, KLZ, KFPY, WEAN, | 8 BARCLAY ST., 
KVI, KFRC, WREC. Real old-fashioned melodrama, On | Th d. MORRIS & SCHRADE NEW YORK 
sale next Thursday ! 


7 Merlin The Second. 


? , 1920: January 17 
We are interested in purchasing these 
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The Animal With 33 Teeth 


Horse?... Tiger?... Gnu?... 
Dog?... We don't say that 
these haven’t 33 teeth. All 
we contend is that in Judge’s 
Humorous Cross-Word 
Puzzle Book such words are 
out of date. 


“Elk” ... that’s the animal 
with 33 teeth, and, if you 
doubt our word, you'll find 
the extra one on his watch 


chain. 


JUDGE’S 
Cross- W ord 


Puzzle Book 


Contains more than 6,000 
humorously clever definitions 
which would make Noah 


Webster over in his 


grave. 


turn 


Edited by the staff of Judge, 


it is the original and only 
humorous cross-word puzzle 
book on the market. It con- 


tains 50 of the best puzzles 
that have ever appeared in 
JupDGE, with definitions revised 
up to date. 


CLARE BRIGGS, the fa- 
mous cartoonist, 
foreword: “It increases your 
vocabulary without ruining 
your disposition.” 

RUTH EASTMAN painted 
the beautiful cross-word puz- 
zle-girl on the cover. 
THE JUDGE 
embellished each page with 
catchy titles and humorous 
captions to make you feel at 
home. 


When you can no_ longer 
stand the suspense, turn to the 
back of the book, break the 
seal, and compare your an- 
swers with the correct 


says in his 


STAFF 


ones. 


Order Your Copy Now! 
You'll never have so much fun 
or get so many laughs anywhere 
for $1.50 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 


18 East 48th Street 1-11-30 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Sirs 


Nease send me copies of Tudge’s 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book at $1.50 each, 
for which I enclose $ 


Name 
Address 


City State 








Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 138 
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Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Til, 


Tt 


Horizontal 


is always blowing about Florida. 
s always bringing up something disagrecable, 


hese have caused many tears 


egg on (not on toast) 

n English song producer 

his is what a kid brother does when he wants to put 

the bawl over 

The kind of a friend a Seotchman makes. 

The Scotch used to get a pass on this. 

4 donkey 

\ field Paddock 

The kind of a trick he won with a 

What the observing man will d« 

This is what became of Little Bo-P+»p’ s sheep. 

Sometimes these come to a bad end 

These are the letters Tom Sawyer wrot 

This has created a lot of interest in financial circles. 

This is what aviators hear when their wives go up in 
the air. 

This one helped to carry the bag for Santa Claus. 

Men who are mechanically inclined. 

The kind of conversations they now have in the movies. 

Some of these are imported from France and others 
come from the Chicago stock-yards. 

This is what the loser did 

Nothing to speak about 

When the boss went away he left this kind of an office 
force 

These make good drawing cards 

This is better than nothing 

The one who did this came out ahead. 

The way she looked on the 18th day. 

The white-haired boy 

You never can tell how these are going to end 

It has always been our secret ambition to live in this. 

Don't let anyone hypnotize you into this 

This lad ran for Notre Dame and arrived on the football 
field 

Watchfully. 


r 
I 
I 
I 
4 
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liamond. 


Vertical 


The kind of a man that has broad views. 

Employ ments 
his part of the rent will have to be put down first. 

The god that gave Cleopatra her beautiful dark skin. 

This is what a shy young man does to the roots of his 
hair 

4 plant cultivated for its aromatic seed 

The number on one side of a diamond. 

The age of the universe 

The only attractive thing about a hospital (plu.). 

It may be necessary to do this if you want to get up in 
the world. 


Judge pays $10 for cach puzale printed. 


This has something to do with the stars. (Consult Ein- 
stein and not Ziegfeld.) 

Narrated 

This is being forced down the throats of the younger 
generation (two words). 

To double-cross 

\ grasschopper (two words). 

This is what the twins did to each other. 

4 good thing to take when you cross the street. 

Much money has been lost in these. 

To throw up 

This makes a good headliner. 

The last Nick in a royal line. 

4 smal! opening. 

This is what the early Americans did at sunrise. 

This is most extraordinary 

What gangsters are becoming in Chicago. 

Ascended 

What the well-dressed killer wil! wear. 

This is the part the interior decorator decorates, 

Hastily 

4 term in mathematics 

This one has an appealing tongue. 

This is what a flapper is apt to become according to the 
present styles 

A cheering word 

Try this if yeu want to travel in the upper circles. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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START THE YEAR RIGHT! 
Your worries will be lighter | 
As through the months you 

trudge, 
The New Year will be brighter 
If you subscribe to JUDGE! 
From now to next December 
Each week will grow more gay 
If you, good friend, remember 
To order JUDGE today! 


% % ¥ aS + 


Oh, JANUARY’S Jollities 


Need Judge’s gay frivolities. 


For FEBRUARY’S chilliness 


Take Judge’s soothing silliness. 


In MARCH when gales blow gustily 
At Judge’s jokes laugh lustily. 


When bloom fair APRIL’S violets 
Read Judge’s jolly triolets. 


In MAY when love grows lyrical 
Read Judge’s verse satirical. 


To laugh at JUNE’S humidity 
Peruse Judge with avidity. 


JULY—when gnats are numerous— | 
Needs Judge to make life humorous, 





When AUGUST melts your cuticle 
You'll find Judge therapeutical. 
SEPTEMBER is hilarious 


With Judge's jestings various. 


} 


| 
OCTOBER’S autumn dreariness | 
Perks up at Judge’s cheeriness. 


NOVEMBER'S thankful attitude | 


For Judge expresses gratitude. | 


And Judge’s blithe vivaciousness 
Aids gay DECEMBER’S gracious- 


ness, 


So make a resolution, 

And make it now and here, 
To brook no substitution 

For JUDGE this coming year. 
The coupon now we mention, 

The coupon you're to sign, 
Awaiting your attention 

Below the dotted line: 


| 
| 
| 


——_—_— eae a ae aa aes an ae 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 1-11-30 
18 East 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 
I order nineteen-thirty’s skies 
To be the brightest blue 
So, JUDGE, I hereby authorize 
A weekly call from you! 


MD osncasecocena ee 


Address ... 


5.00 for one year 
7.80 for two years. 
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Judging the Shows | 
(Continued from page 18) | 


of Muscovite art called “Red Rust,” | 
by a brace of Sovietists named Kirchon 
and Ouspensky. The play, at bottom, 
runs true to the present-day popular 
Russian dramatic custom of picturing 
brute governmental force as a swag- 
gering, cursing, 
ninety-pound 


one - hundred -and- 
Liliom and. romantic 
one-hundred-and-ten- 
pound blond juvenile, but once the 
stereotyped formula is dismissed from | 


idealism as a 


the consciousness the authors contrive 
a periodic eloquence that succeeds in 
registering. The play is chaotically 
devised and some of it is obvious and 
dull, but there are moments in it when, 


out of the tangled dramatic skein, 
there flashes forth a genuine effect. 


In the matter of staging and perform- 
ance generally, the exhibit is an im- 
provement over both “Karl and Anna” 
and ‘“‘The Game of Love and Death,” 
which were offered the 


Guild. 


by parent 


Gag 


While touring the hinterland in his 
Shakespearian repertoire company, 
Forbes Robertson used to lecture be- 
fore the lady social clubs in every town 
where he appeared in a play. At the 





end of each talk he invited members | 
of the audience to ask any question | 
they might desire. 
In one town a lady arose and asked: 
“Did Hamlet really have an affair 
with Ophelia?” 
To which the actor replied: “Well, 
when I played Hamlet he did.” 
—WINCHELL, 
in Daily Mirror 


They say that, in New York, it has 
got so that if a man jumps off the 





Brooklyn bridge, shoots up a night 
club, wears a fur coat down Broadway 
in July, sues Eugene O'Neill for pla- 
giarism or commits a hatchet murder, 
the first thing the reporters ask him is: 
“When is your new book coming out?” 
—KINa, 


in the Spokane Spokesman 


National Biscuit Company has voted 
to split its stock two and a half for 
one. This presumably disposes of the 
report the biscuit company contem- 
plated merging with Warner Brothers 
and producing talking animal crack- 
ers. —PuHILLIPs, 
in the Evening Sun 


Lou Harris reports that The Lady 
Who Doesn’t Retain Very Well asked 
him the other night whether there is 
any money in the squash racket. 


—Crovse 





in the Evening Post 
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LEMON, LIME AND ORANGE DROPS 


A cough drop with 
‘an agreeable flavor 


BEECH-NUT PACKING CO. 
Canajoharie, N. Y. 
Makers of 


BEECH-NUT 
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6 §. HOP ROOD 





Wire (to husband, whose ladder has slipped)—Drink this beef tea, 
dear! You must keep your strength while I get help. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 


that you are one of the best drawers 
we have ever seen and we hope you 
won't mind if we ask for a picture to 
run in the annual this year and we 
are going to call it the Top Drawer. 
Now, please, please don’t forget. 
ANNE 


Dear vxlje Junyer:— 

Im vurry xxxx,,kjkl drung and don 
care who VVVVVVV... XX knows hit and 
I'mma happiesh shaman inna a xxx 
whirl. Sho I shought Id xx write 
shoo and ash you some questions and 
tell Machmer not to get his mustash 
caught ina revolvin door. 

Yours trly, 
BiLu 


Dear Mr. Smarty: 

I guess you think that you're a big 
somebody who is going to get some- 
wheres with all this talk about drink- 
ing and chorus girls and that sort of 
blasphemy. Trying to corrupt the 
honest youth of our big fine country, 
are you? Well let me tell you a thing 
or two. 

Last month the boys of our Scout 
Troop had a wiener roast and burned 
all the copies of the magazine which 
had your writings in it. 

Clean living will triumph every time 
so you might as well stop trying. 
Look at the Communistic party! They 
got deported and that’s not too good 


for you either. E. C. H. 


Dear Sirs: 

Unless you remit a check immedi- 
ately in payment for that saxophone 
we let you have on approval we are 
going to send you another one. 

Tue Happy Saxopuone Co. 
P. S. And we don’t fool! 


Dear Junior: 
Would you mind publishing your 


—Lonpon OPINION 


name. I would like to name my dog 
after you. 


Dear Junie: 

Here’s a game that'll knock your 
eve out. You stand at one end of a 
room with your mouth open and an- 
other fellow tries to drive golf balls 
in it! Neb 


o 


— 


am. 


Bargnar.. 


Ops 


Eppis Bars Boorish Bike Fans 
(Continued from page 8) 


and King Funniment reigned supreme. 

It was two o'clock when our merry 
company sallied out on the veranda 
and found that a heavy snowfall had 
covered everything in a mantle of vir- 
gin white. Faithful Spee ran barking 
ahead of our cutter and the moonlight 
sparkled like diamonds on the drifts, 
like diamonds it sparkled. In a few 
moments we had reached the farm- 
house and were greedily swallowing 
the hot toddy which Aunt Rifkeh had 
prepared. Then, rubbing our sleepy 
eyes with our knuckles, we tumbled 
impartially into each other’s beds and 
fell lumpishly into the Land of Nod. 
And that, little radio listeners, is the 
story of how I caught “My First 
Pickerel.” 


It Won’t Be Long Now 


The return of the long skirt means, 
among other things, that knock-knees 
can get back to their old status of 
being heard and not seen. 

—CrovusE 
in the Evening Post 
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The guest who says quite frankly that he does not care for babies. 


—Passinc Suow 


LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. ¥ 






























































Your wife might give a 
bridge party on the kitchen 
table. She could serve soda 
crackers. And lemon pop. 



















And cheap cigarettes! 


But the tactful hostess no 
longer brings home an armful of | 
bargain cigarettes. 


Some guests (she knows) 
are afraid of cheap cigarettes. 
Others appreciate good tobacco. 
Marlboros are made for people 
like your wife. Why not keep 























That extra nickel you 
. y for Marlboros takes 
re ofall but Ic ee — reg- 
ae U.S. Gov t tax 
Every cheaper brand 
pays the same 6c tax. But 
it comes out of your cig- 
arettes! 


Deduct 6c from the 
price you pay and see for 
yourself what's left! In with cheap cigarettes? 
Marlboros you have 14c 
worth of the finest tobac- 
co quality in the world. 





her supplied? Mi 


-why take chances 






































QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N.Y 








and what a whale of a diffecence 
just a Jew cents make 


A definite ext 
definite extra tobacco-goodness 


atima_ 


ee a oe 
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